THE CITIES OF SPAIN

have flung down their crowns and thundered by into
oblivion; one by one the Moors have crept away into
the desert; the kings and captains of Castile have
departed. She alone in a hostile world has kept her
ancient days about her, days that are forgotten, days
that are gone, clutching with old and worn fingers her
marvellous figured royalties, her robes of gold, her tissues
of needlework that are but rags now, wrapt as she is in
a profound dream, an immense contemplation, watching
anxiously every day to see the priest make Christ out of
Bread and Wine, very precious things in themselves in
a land so poor as this. Is it perhaps that faith in Christ
has devoured all faith in herself, so that without Him she
cannot lift her head or draw her sword ? If only one
might rouse her a little from her contemplation! Is it
only contemplation ; or is she dying there in her silence
under the blind dust-storm, the mighty limbs flung
mightily and the riding of war forgotten ?

II
As one passes over the ancient bridge of Alcantara on
entering or leaving Toledo, one is always profoundly
moved, I think, by the tragic and naked desolation of
that deep sword-cut in the lean hills through which the
Tagus rushes towards some unknown disaster. Even
the banks of that yellow river are arid and unstable as
the sands of the sea; no green thing ever grows there,
only here and there, in the shadow of some fissure in the
tawny rocks, you may discover a few wretched and filthy
tents, in which a race half human and half brute, entirely
naked, burned by the sun and bitten by the wind, lurks
sullenly hidden from the world, living for the most part
on the fish that may be found in those terrible waters, or